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Where like a veil the tantalizing web of secret misery is

hung,

Violence of battle glitters in stone eye and quiet tongue.
From this time's sand and theft I call to the great

Givers,

From this dry tongue of time I call to the two rivers,
O, he is still as water where the sand flies.
He is standing there, I see him pause;
I have stood still in the temple of your eyes
Where the cruel light flows suddenly back from us
To the still room, the proportions of the vase.

GEORGE WOODCOCK

White

vV hite is the evening nature of my thought
When neutral time that drains the night of green
Flows through the dusk in mimic dawn of white.

So pale the distance where blue morning shonfc
Knits to the whitest crises of our stars,
Burning the nightly ambience of alone,

And evil evident of coloured hours

Dies in this dark, whose sexless shapes of black

Are only active in our twilight fears.

For at day's death the whitest needs awake
When seeping pallor undermines the night
And white submerges all in evening lake,

Where, as a lode attracting ail time's
You are white's evening nature of my 1